" There is a Land, of every land the pride,
Beloved of Heaven ojer all the world beside;
Where brighter suns dispense serener light,
And milder moons emparadise the night:
Where man, creation's tyrant, casts aside
His sword and sceptre, pageantry and pnde,
While in his softened looks benignly blend
The sire, the son, the husband, brother, friend:
The wandering mariner, whose eye explores
The wealthiest isles, the most enchanting shores,
Views not a realm so bountiful and fair
As thou, America, oi earth supremely blest! "
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